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The Fir ft "Tart of King Henry the Fourth. 


Prin. How now my Lady the Hoftcfie, what fay'ft 
thou come? 

Eoftefte. Marry,my Lord, there is a Noble man of the 
Court at doore would fpeake with you ; hee i3yes,hee 
comes from your Father. 

Prin. Giue him as much as will make him a Royall 
man^and fend him backe againe to my Mother. 

Falft. What manner of man is hec"? 

Hoftejfe. An old man. 

Falsi. What doth Grsuitie out or his Red at Midnight? 
Shall 1 giue him his anfwerc ? 
Prin. Prethce doc facile. 

Falfl. 'Faith,and lie fend him packing. Exit. 

Prince. Now Sirs: you fought fairc; fo did you 
Peto, fo did you Bardol : you are Lyons too t you ranne 
away vpon inftinft i you will no: touch the true Prince ; 
no, fie. 

Bard. 'Faith, I ranne when I faw others r urine. 

Prin. Tell mec now in earncft, how came Falflajfes 
Sword fo hackt i 

Peto. Why,he hackt it with his Dagger, and faid,hee 
would fweare truth out of England, but hec would make 
you belecue it was done in fight,and perfwaded vs to doc 
the like. 

'Bard. Yea,and to tickle our Nofes with Spear-grafle, 
to make them bleed, and then to beflubber our garments 
with it, and fweare it was the blood of true men. I did 
that I did not this feuen ytercs before, I bluflit to heare 
his monftrous dcuiccs. 

Prin. O Villamc, thou ftolcft a Cup of Sacke cigh- 
teencyeeresagoe, andwert taken with the manner, and 
euerfince thou haft blufbt extempore : thou hadft fire 
and fword on thy fide, and yet thou ranft away ; what 
inftindt hadft thou for it ? 

Hard. My Lord, doe you fee thefe Meteors > doc you 
behold thefe Exhalations > 

Prin. I doe, 

jBard. What thinke you they portend ? 
Prin. Hot Liucrs,and cold Purfes. 
"Bard. Choler.my Lord, if rightly taken, 
Prin. No,if rightly taken, Halter, 

Enter Falflaffc. 


Hcere comes leane tac\e, hecre comes bare-bone. How 
now my fweet Creature of Bombaft, how long is't agoc, 
Iackefincc thou faw'ft thine owne Knee ? 

Falft. My owne Knee ? When I was about thy yceres 
{Hal) I was not an Eagles Talent in the Wafle, I could 
haue crept into any Aldermans Thumbe-Ring : a plague 
of fighing and griefe, it blowcs a man vp like a Bladder. 
There's villanous Ncvves abroad: hecre was Sir John 
Uraby from your Father ; you muft goc to the Court in 
the Morning. The fame mad fellow of the Nonh,Percj; 
and hee of Wales, that gaue tsimamon the Baftinado, 
and mzdzLtivxfcr Cuckold, and fworetheDeuill his true 
Liege-man vpon the Croife of a Wclch-hookc ; what a 
jKtguecall you him? 
Pom. 0,G/endower. 

Falfl. Owen,Owen \ the fame, and his Sonne in Law 
j CMortimer y and old Northumberland, and the fprightly 
j Scot of ScotSt DowgLis, that runncs a Horfc-backe vp a 
I Hill perpendicular. 

] Prtn. Hee that rides at high fpeedc,and withaPiftoll 
j kills a Sparrow flying, 
j falfl. You haue hit it. 


Prim So did he neucr the Sparrow 
Falfl. Well, that Rafcall hath good merr n i 
hec will not runne. * mctt *» b 

Prin. Why, what a Rafcall art thou then L 
fo for running? ^ >l0 ^% 
Falfl, AHorfc-backe(yeCuckoe)butafn . 


not budge a foot 

Prin. Yes /<*%,vpon inftin£h 


lC ^il! 


Falfl. I grant yc,vpon inftinft: WcILhec it A 
and one CMord*k*> and a thoufand blcw-Ca 
Worcefler is ftolne away by Night : thv P^u Pf> l S 
r t ^A ^iaJ^ & y athcr * Beard 


too, 


turn'd white with the Newes 5 
as chcape as (linking Mackrell. 

Prm. Then \'n ; hke,if there come a hot Sunne 


youmaybu yLand 


now 
a ndthi 


ciuill buffetting hold, wee /hall buy MflidS ft 
they buy Hob-iiayles,by the Hundreds. Cadl 
F a/ft. 3y the Maflc Lad,thou fay'ft t'rue it s. i l 

~ j . — i ! 1- y ~ > 1Sil *evvec 


fball haue goo 
not thou horri 


>od trading that way. But tell me to 
.bleafcar'd ? thou being Hei^t' 
•.vmim uh= w ord pickc thee out three fuch En/ 3 
gnine, as that Fiend Davglas, that Spirit Pern X* 
Deuill Glcudmnrt Art not thou horrible J^S ^} 
notthybloodthnllatit? arraid ' Doth 

Prin. Not a whit: i Iacke fome of d,y inftj n ft 
Falft. Well.thou wilt be horrible ohidde to m' 
when thou commeft to thy Father ; if thou doe taT' 
prafhfe an anfwere, c > 
Prin Doe thou ftand for my Fathered examine m 
vpon the particulars of my Life. c 
Falfl. Shall 1? content: This Chayre ftiall beemv 
State, this Dagger my Scepter, and this Cuftion J 
Crownc. y 

Pnn. Thy State is taken foraloyn'd-StoolcthyGoI. 
den Scepter for a Leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich 
Crownc.fbr a pittifull bald Crowne. 

Falft. \Vell,and the fire of Grace be not quite out of 
thee, now fruit thou be moued. Giue me a Cup of Sackc 
to make mine eyes loofce reddc, that it may be thought] 
haue wept, for I muft fpeake inpatfion, and J will doe it 
in King Cambyfes vaine. 

Prin. Well,heerc isvmy Legge. 

Falft. And heere is my fpeech: ftand afideNobilitie, 

Eofleffc. This is excellent fport,yfaith. 

Falft. Weepe not, fweet Queenc, for trickling teares 
are vaine. 

Hoftejfe. O the Father, how hee holdes his counte- 
nance ? 

Falft.Fov Gods fake Lords,conuey my truftfull Queen, 
For tcarcs doe ftop the floud-gates of her eyes, 

hofleffe. O rare^he doth it as like one of thefe harlotry 
Players 3 as euerlfee, 

Falfl. Peace good Pint-pot,peace good Tickle-brainc. 
Harry, 1 doe not onely maruell where thou fpendeft thy 
time; but alfo, how thou art accompanied: For though 
the Camomile,the more it is troden,the fafter it grows; 
yet Youth, the more it is wafted, the fooner it wearcs. 
Thou art my Sonne : I haue partly thy Mothers Word, 
partly my Opinion • but chiefely, a villanous tricke of 
thine Eyc,and a foolifh hanging of thy nether Lippe,that 
doth warrant me, If then thou be Sonne to mee, heere 
lyeth the point: why, being Sonne to me, art thou fo 
poynted at ^ Shall thebleffed Sonne of Heauen prouea 
Michcr, and eatc Black-berry es ? a queftion not to bee 
askt. Shall the Sonne of England proueaTheefe, and 
take Purfes ? a queftion to be askt. There is a thing, 
/£fn>7,which thou haft often heard of,and it is knownctoj 

many! 
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The P^Ta^vfK^^OH^eBu^ 59 


.rTa^dVthc Name of Pitch: this Pitch (as 
ijiany i° ° ur 


hue I know not his.Namc. 
,P Wh« manner of inan, and it like your Ma- 


a» cicn , ^l^ft • for Harry, now I doe not fpeakcto 
P aniet Drinke but 'in Tearc* not in Pleafure,but inPaf- 
theC) t in Words onely, but in Woes alfo : and ycc 

fion 5 virtuous man, whoca I haue often noted in thy 
there i* avc 

com 
prin 

icfti c//? S %oodly?ort\y ™*n y faith, and a corpulent, 
rfctarefull Looke ; a plcafing Rye and a moft noble 

0 I andas Itbjnkc.U^agciomefiftie^o^byrlady) 
CafI ^Vto threefcorc; and now 1 remember mee, his 
inclm»og _ . f tbac man ,p nou y b c lewdly giucn, 

i^Sm wHarrjylfcc Vcrtucmhis Lookes. 
f?h n the Tree may be kno whe by the Fruic,as the Fruit 

1 h^Tree-thco percrnptoiily Ifpcake it,thcre is Vertue 
hatF^i# : hicn kcepc with, the rett banifti. And 

3 nice now, thou naughtic Vane:, tell mee, where haft 
T ..[jcencthismoneth i 

r ^e ainill^ P la y ^yiWW>; nn?. W :i rz. I 
PM Depofemc: if thou do'ft it halfe fo grauely,fo 
aieftically,t>oth in word and mattering me vp by the 
JdclforiRabbet.fuckc^oraPouUcrs Hare. 
' frin. Wcl!,hccrclamfcc. 
Ulfl. And hcere I Itand : iudge my MaRers. 
p r ]„. Now f/^rr;,whencc come you ? 
falft. My Noble Lord,from Eaft-cheapc. 
Pm. The complaints I heare of thee,are grieuous. 
Falfl. Yfaith, my Lord, they arc falfc : Nay,lle tickle 
ye for a young Prince. 

<Prm. Sweareft thou,vngracious Boy ? henceforth 
ne're looke or. me: thou arc violently carryed away from 
Grace ; there is a Deuill haunts thec,in the l.kenefle of a 
fat old Man ; a Tunne of Man is thy Companion: Why 
do'ft thou conucrfc with thacTrunkc of Humors, that 
Boulting'Hutch of Bcaftlmelfe, that fwoloc Parcel! of 
Dropfies,that huge Bombard.of Sacke,that ttuft Cioake- 
baggcof Guts, that rofted Manning Tree Oxe with the 
Pudding in his Belly, that reuerend Vice, that grey Ini- 
quitie, that Father Ruffian,thac Vanitie in yeeres? where- 
in is he good, but to talk Sacke, and drinke it? wherein 
neat and cleanly,but to carue a C^pon,and eat it ? where-^ 
inCunning,but inCratt? wherein Craftie, but inViih-* 
nie? wherein Villanous,but in all things ? wherein woi- 
ihy,buc in nothing f 
Falfl. ' I would your Grace would take me with you : 
whom meanes your Grace i 

Prince. That villanous abhominable mis-leader of 
louihtFatftafie, that old white-bearded Sathan. 
Fall!. My Lord,the man I know. 
Prince. I know thou (lo ft. 

fVtf. But to fay, I know more harme in him then in 
roy felfe.were to fay more then 1 know. That hee is olde 
(the more the pittie) his white hayres doe witnefle it : 
but that hee is (failing your rcuerence) a Whore-ma- 
Iter, that I vtterly deny. If Sackc and Sugar bee a fault, 
Hcauenhelpe the Wicked : if to be olde and merry,bc a 
finne,thcn many an olde Hoftc that I know, is damn'd : 
it to be fat, be to be hated, then Pharaohs leane Kine are 
tobeloued. No, my good Lord, banifh Pete, banifb 
Btrdolpb, banifli Points : but for fweete Iacke Falftaffe, 
kinde Iacke Falitafc, true lacks Falstaffe, valiant lacks 
Aj^and therefore more Yaliant.being as hec is olde Iack^ 
Falslaffe } baniQinot him thy Harryes companie, banifti 


not him thy Harryes companie; bani(hplumpe/^,and 
baniflh all the World. 
Prince. Xdoe, IwiIk 

EntcrlS ardolph running. 

"Bard. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sherife, with a moft 
moft monftrous Watch,is at the doore. 

falft. Out you Rogucplay out the Play:I haue much 
to fay in the behalfc of that Falflafe. 

Enter the Hoftejfe. 

Hofteffe. O, my Lord, my Lord. 

Falfl.' Heigh, heigh, the Deuill rides vpon a Fiddle- 
Iticke: what s the matter i 

Hoftejfe. The Shcrife and all the Watch are at the 
doore: they are come to fearch theHoufe, flbali I let 
them in ? 

Falfl. Do'ft thou heare Hal , neuer call a true pecce of 
Gold a Counterfeit : thou art cffentially made, without 

feeming fo. 

Vrmce. And thou a naturall Coward , without in- 

ftina. 

Falfl. I deny your rJMator : if you will deny the 
Sherrfc,fo : if not, let him enter. If I become not a Cart 
as well as another man, a plague on my bringing vp : I 
hope I ftiall as foone be ftranglcd with a Halter, as ano- 
ther. 

Prince. Goc hide thee bchinde the Arras, the reft 
walke vp abouc. Now my Mafters, for a true Face and 
good Confcience. 

Falfl. Both which I haue had : but their date is out, 
and therefore He hide me. Exit. 

prince. Call in the Shcrife. 

Enter Shertfe and the Carrier. 

Prince. Now Matter Sherife, what is your will with 

mee ? 

She. Firft pardon me,my Lord. A Hue and Cry hath 

followed certaine men vnto this houfe. 
Prince. What men? 

She. One of them is well knowne,my gracious Lord, 
a grofle fat man. 

Car. As fat as Butter. 

Prince. The man,I doe affure you, is not hecre, 
For I my felfe at this time haue imploy'd him ; 
And Sherife,I will engage my word to thee, 
That I will by to morrow Dinner time, 
Send him to anfwere thee, or any man, 
For any thing he fhall be charg'd withall : 
And fo let me entreat you,leaue the houfc. 

She. I wiil,my Lord : there are two Gentlemen 
Haue in this Robberie loft three hundred Markes . 

Prince. It may be fo : if he haue robbM thefe men, 
He fhall be anfwcrable : and fo farewell. 

She. Good Nighr,my Noble Lord. 

Prince. I thinke it is good Mortow,is it not ? 

She. Indeede,my Lord, I thinke it be two a Clocke. 

Exit. 

Prince. This oyly Rafcall is knowne as well as Poulcs: 
goe call him forth. 

Pet9. Falftafe ? faft afleepe bchinde the Art** , and 
fnortinglike aHorfe. 

Prince. Harke, how hard he fetches breath ; fearch his 
Pockets. Fic 
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